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Gentle, summer rain pattered against the window. The raindrops matched the tears on his cheeks, the ricking 


of the clock his beating, aching heart. 


A month before, he'd walked out on his lover and into the ratty apartment in Hollywood. His art barely kept 
him in rent and food. Not that he cared. Sitting on the floor of the living area, Dave stared at the window, 
watching the raindrops run down the glass. Dark hair streaked his face yet he made no move to tidy it. What 


was the point? There was no one to make an effort for. Not now that Taylor was gone. 


Taylor. The gorgeous blonde beach bum he'd had the privilege of calling his boyfriend for twelve beautiful 
years. But it was all over now, his own, rash decision putting paid to that. But Taylor hadn't loved him any 
longer. Not like Dave had loved him anyway. Dave had loved the surf shop owner with every fibre of his being. 
But, by the end, Taylor had loved his work. And the bodies of those he sold surfing equipment to. 


And it had been Taylor's money that had allowed Dave to follow his heart. No longer had he had to eek out a 
living working the bars of dive venues or taking his poetry to open mic nights. No, he'd been able to give it all 


up to use his hands and create. 


And he was good at it. Really good. Galleries called him for exhibitions. Celebrities brought his pieces. But the 


money was quickly spent, going on bills and materials and keeping his clapped out old car on the road. 


A pile of materials lay before him, ready for the mechanical horse commission that had come from a writer 
in England. Cogs, gears, and chains lay in heaps yet he couldn't summon the energy to work on the piece. His 


muse, his beautiful blonde haired muse, was gone. 


He'd been tempted to call Taylor. Tempted to try and work it out. But Dave knew that he'd only get the cold 
shoulder. And what if Taylor had moved on already? What if he had another boyfriend? Not that it would be 


hard for him. He'd found enough new ones when he'd been with Dave. 

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, Dave pushed the black rimmed glasses back up his nose and swept the hair 
from his face. His heart ached, shattered into a billion pieces. Yes, it had been him who'd walked out on Taylor 
but for good reason. 

The final straw had come when he'd cooked dinner one night. He'd offered some to Taylor but the blonde had 
just snapped at him. Something about having to work. Dave had begged and Taylor had jumped down his throat, 
telling him to get back in the studio and work on whatever stupid animal he'd been working on that week. 

And that was the end. It had left him as a middle aged man sitting on an apartment floor and weeping for the 
broken relationship he'd lost. Would anything compare to what he'd had with Taylor? Probably not the early 


years, no. But the later years? He hoped that something, or someone, would know how to heal a badly battered 
heart. 


"Hi. Is that Dave Grohl?" the female voice asked. 
Juggling the soldering iron, the phone, and his glasses, he replied, "Yeah." 


"My name's Lucy Birchwood. | work for the Hillside Gallery in Beverly Hills. We're looking to put on an exhibition 


of your work" 
"Oh." Dropping the iron into its holder, he held the phone close. "How many pieces?" 
"We're a small gallery so ten smaller pieces and maybe a large centrepiece." 


"And what's your commission?" He was interested but really didn't feel like talking. He never felt like talking, at 


least not without a way out. Sure, he could hang up the phone but why turn down an opportunity to make a 
bit of money? 


"Standard ten percent," Lucy replied. "So what do you say?" 


Resting his chin n his hand, Dave stared at the half finished leg of the horse. It was full sized and designed to 
look like a thoroughbred in full gallop. When it was finished, it would pay for sex months rent on the apartment 
and studio, but not much else. 


"Yeah," he softly replied. "Yeah, I'll do it" 

"Great! I'll get the paperwork and an install date over to you. And, Mr Grohl?" 
"Yeah?" 

"Will you be making an appearance?" 


He winced and sighed, knowing the question was coming. "I might," he replied. "We'll see." 


The gallery had given him six weeks to sort everything out and get the pieces installed He worked in the dead 
of night, carefully arranging the pieces on plinths. A dragon, a unicorn, a tiger. All were made from pieces of 
scrap metal and carefully soldered and welded together. At the heart of it stood the life size horse, a Not For 
Sale sign hanging around its neck. It truly was a work of art, the cogs and gears making up the joints while 
chains and wires made up the tendons. Pride flooded through Dave as he looked at it. It was a piece he'd be sad 
to see go but, in a few short weeks, it would be crated up and sent to the UK. Until then, it took pride of place 
at the exhibition 


Finding the flask of coffee he'd brought with him, Dave sat on a stool and stared at the small collection. So this 
was what his life had come to? Making things from metal and selling them to not very high bidders? He'd had 
to drive by Taylor's store on the way to the gallery and instinct had had him begin to turn into he parking lot. 
But he'd caught himself at the last moment. 


"Why are you crying, moron? You're a fucking man. Act lke one!" 


Taylor's words stung through him, cruel, heartless, thoughtless. In their final months together, the blonde had 
constantly berated him, picking away at his confidence and self esteem until a black cloud of depression had 
descended. Taylor had been a party animal, Dave hadn't. Taylor had loved socialising, Dave hadn't. They'd been a 
match made in heaven, but also in hell. A pairing that worked when it wanted to but, when the shit hit the fan, 
everything fell apart. And Dave admitted that he hadn't helped. He'd noticed the signs of their relationship 
crumbling but hadn't done anything to cement the parts back together. He'd just let the wall tumble down 
rather than try to get to the root of the problem. 


And he felt guilty over it. Really guilty, even though Taylor had stepped out on him numerous times. Hell, 
sometimes he didn't even step out but brought the boys back to the house, wrongly assuming that Dave was 
out. The pain of walking in on his lover fucking some eighteen year old, tightly honed, surfer boy still ran deep. 
Dave remembered looking at himself in the mirror and wondering what he had to offer. He was slim, but not 
toned. And he didn't have that gorgeous, golden sun kissed skin. Nor did he had the waves of thick, sun 
bleached hair that they all possessed. Nor was he eighteen any more. His joints creaked from time to time and 
the ankle he'd broken skateboarding liked to remind him that it had never properly healed. And he'd betted he 
couldn't get into half the positions that the younger men could. So he'd given up and let Taylor get on with 


whatever he was getting on with. 


Until that one fateful night. The night when he'd found the blonde fitting on the bathroom floor. He'd always 
known Taylor had liked drugs and he'd done his best to talk him off of them. But Taylor had had none of it. 
He'd enjoyed the high. Enjoyed the threat of getting caught with a stash of drugs in his pocket. 


Until the night it nearly took his life. Dave could remember it with clear clarity. Could remember desperately 
trying to help as he bawled down the phone to the call handler. He'd sat with Taylor's head in his lap, the phone 
clamped to his ear as he waited for the scream of the ambulance sirens. He'd prayed to gods he didn't know 
existed to help save the life of the man he loved. 


He'd stayed in hospital with Taylor. Had slept beside his bed. Helped the nurses and held the comatose man's 
hand. Waited patiently until he finally woke. Dave remembered the pain and the sadness and the heartache. He 
remember the worry and the panic, the not knowing if Taylor would be the same when he woke. Would he be 
brain damaged? Would he have to relearn anything? Would his brain be the same? Would he remember who 


Dave was? 


Sadly, his nightmares had all come true. Taylor wasn't the same. Sure, he looked and functioned like old Taylor 
had. But the new one, the clean and sober one, hated the man he shared a home with. He went from being fun 
and loving to being cold and clinical. And while he'd stopped sleeping around, it seemed that nothing Dave had 
done was right. He never looked right, never spoke right, never cooked right, never cleaned right. He couldn't 
earn enough money. His art was shit. He'd become nothing more than the shadowy servant, there to do 
Taylor's bidding. And as much as it had hurt him, Dave knew he'd had to get out. There was nothing left for 


him in the home that had become an ice castle. 
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Rain pattered on the studio's tin roof, singing a lullaby to the man inside. Never had he known so much rain 
over a summer period with at least one day a week dedicated to rainfall. Not that it bothered him. Rather it 
soothed his soul and quietened his mind. It calmed him and gave him the opportunity to think. 


A cat sat in the heart of the studio, tools and pieces of scrap metal surrounding it. The sharp smell of solder 
hung heavy in the air, the scent of a damp city trying to permeate it. It wasn't a real cat. More the likeness 
of a cat. Ever since he'd moved into the tiny work space, a local feline had been visiting. It had started with 
the occasional suspicious sniff around the door. Slowly, the little grey cat had worked up its confidence, first 
sitting outside the door, and then inside of it. Now it sat contentedly between Dave's crossed legs, purring as 


he idly scratched its head. 


He was more of a dog person but the cat was better than no company at all. He had no idea where it had 
come from, or if it belonged to anyone. It lived in the studio, two small bowls and a pile of old cushions making 
up its bed. When Dave arrived, he left the door open, the cat coming and going as it pleased. Mostly it sat 
beside him, apparently interested in the work he was doing. He'd named it Chairman Meow. Meowski for short. 


The walls of the studio were a yellow-white, testament to years of use and the possibility of damp. It was a 

rickety building but it did its job. As long as the locks and windows were secure, Dave didn't care. His tools sat 
on one set of shelves, a kettle and coffee on another. The piles of scrap metal took up one corner. Other than 
that, like the canvas of an artist, it was bare. There was no real sign of who it belonged to, no personalisation 


It was the canvas he needed to work on. 


The exhibition was going well and the gallery had called every time a piece had sold. So far, nine out of the ten 
items were ready to go to new homes, leaving him with a hefty sum. A new apartment? A new car? New 
clothes? He'd debated a new life elsewhere but that would mean starting over. It would mean finding a new 


apartment, a new studio, as well as new contacts. Sure, most of his stretched across the country and would 


be able to find him galleries and buyers at the drop of a hat. But still.. 


Old habits die hard and he was comfortable in LA. New York was too cramped with too much going on. He didn't 
like the idea of living on Manhattan island with windows overlooking windows and the roads and sidewalks 
constantly jam packed. Miami was too... hip. Only LA seemed to hold a raw realism for him. LA didn't seem to 
give a flying fuck about anything. You didn't have to dress in the latest fashion or listen to whatever music 
was "cool". You didn't have to pretend you knew the guy who edited the local listings magazine to appear to be 
in the know. You could hide in a studio, sell your stuff, and never have to show your face at some wine and 


Louis Vuitton drenched opening. 


He hadn't left the apartment either. All he'd gone was go to the studio, work, go home, eat, and read. The only 
calls had been from the gallery. Taylor hadn't called, begging and pleading with him to go home. 


The phone began to ring and, looking down at it, he read the number. It was the gallery. 


He answered, "Hello?" 

"Hello. Mr Grohl? It's Lucy." 

"Hi" He uncrossed his legs and stretched them out. Meowski didn't move. 

"We'd really like you to come and make an appearance." 

Dave felt his heart drop. He knew it was coming. Knew that, sooner or later, they'd be on his case. "Why?" 
"Why? Because your work's amazing?! And because we have several potential commissions for you." 

"And who would they be?" 


"Unfortunately | can't give you their names over the phone. They've asked to remain anonymous until you've 


met them." 


Closing his eyes, Dave pushed the glasses onto the top of his head. Pinching the bridge of his nose, he replied, 
"How long do | have to stay for?" 


‘Only a couple of hours. We want to show you off" 


That's what | was worried about. 
"Okay, I'll do it. When do you want to do this meeting?" 


"How's Saturday at Tpm?" Lucy asked. "There'll be a few people there. They're all very interested in meeting 
you." 


| bet they are. 
"Okay. I'll be there." 
"Thanks. We'll see you then" With that she hung up, leaving him to give the phone a strange look. 


Going out wasn't his style. Meeting people wasn't his style. It was only by chance that he'd met Taylor and 
that had been with the help of messieurs Grey Goose and Beam. Before that, he'd idled from one drunken one 
night stand to another. There had been a relationship when he'd been younger with another artist. But that had 
fizzled out when his other half had decided to hook with a woman He'd been young and impressionable and it 
had been like a bullet to the heart. For years, it had put him off dating, leaving him with only his imagination 


for company. 


Taylor. Taylor had been perfect. He'd been that angel everyone dreamed off. The one with the blonde hair and 
bright eyes and wide smile. They'd fallen hard for one another and, when the fog of alcohol and the shame of 
the one night stand had cleared, they'd decided to stay together. In private, they'd never been able to get 


enough of one another and days normally ended with them naked and pawing at one another. 
Those were the times he remembered. Those were the moments he clung to when the nights become too long. 


Turning the phone over, he scrolled through the phone book until his finger was hovering over the blonde's 
number. He was going to call before he shook his head and turned the device off. No. There was no going back 


now. The past was the past and it had to stay there. 


Chairman Meow mewled and playfully hooked his claws through Dave's jeans. Looking down at the small 
creature, he smiled and scratched its head. Big, amber eyes squeezed closed and the cat began to purr. At 


least someone loved him. At least someone needed him to look after them. 
"Hungry, huh?" he asked. 


There was another mewl. Getting up, he tucked the cat under one arm and walked across the studio to the 


makeshift feeding station Maybe the cat wanted to share his bed? 


Wearing black jeans, a black shirt, and a black, velvet suit jacket, he looked every inch the elusive artist. 
Except, for Dave, it wasn't an act. He genuinely didn't like the limelight. 


Clutching a glass of wine, he stood in a corner of the brightly lit gallery and smiled tersely as people mingled 
around. The select few who'd been invited had been introduced to him as though he was some long lost rock 
star. There'd been handshakes and back slaps and twin cheeked air kisses. 

He hated it. 


"Dave!" 


He looked up to see Lucy, the bubbly, blonde haired, poured-into-a-tight-black-dress gallery assistant wave at 
him. Trying not to sigh and roll his eyes, he made his way over to her. 


She had another man with her, her hand resting at his elbow. The man was uncomfortably holding a glass of 
red wine. Moody hazel eyes stared at Dave. The man was dressed in loafers, beige slacks, and a white shirt. A 
sports jacket topped off the outfit. Spirals of orange hair fell around his shoulders. He looked rugged in the way 
men of a certain age did. Like they'd seen the world and didn't like most of what they'd seen. 


He also looked like he'd be more comfortable in a bar than a gallery. 


"Dave." She used a voice which she obviously reserved for small children and Dave couldn't blame her. He was 


being a pain in the ass, but for good reason "This is Mr Mustaine." 

The man held out his free hand and Dave shook it. Best to be polite and not fuck off the potential clients. 
"Dave," the man said. "Heh. That's my name, too." 

Biting his lip, Dave gave the man a tight smile. "Cool. What can | do for you?" 


The red haired man looked at him for a moment. "Look, why don't | take you to dinner. Try and explain it. l'm 
not an artist but I've got this picture in my head" 


Another social engagement. Just great. Dave tried not to sag at the prospect. Besides, his bank balance, and 
cat, needed feeding. 


"When?" 

"Tonight?" The other Dave shrugged as though looking for some kind of approval 

"Perfect," he replied, the smile still in place. "Ipm good?" 

Those hazel eyes looked back at him and Dave noted the glazed look in them. Yeah, this guy really didn't want 
to be here. He wanted to be somewhere else. Probably in that bar, watching the football, and knocking back a 


few beers. His interest in art probably stopped at Playboy magazine. 


"Sure," the redhead finally replied. "Ill come and grab you in an hour." 


Chapter 3 


Of course the guy had a Ferrari. What else would a guy like that be driving? Hunched down in the passenger 
seat, Dave watched the city pass by, the sun setting behind it all. It looked almost like it did in the movies. 
Movies where the hookers had hearts of gold and pearls of wisdom spilled from the mouths alcoholics. 

The small rucksack beside his feet began to vibrate and a tinny ringtone assaulted his ears. From the corner 
of his eyes, he saw the other Dave glare at him. Dragging the bag to his lap, Dave pulled the phone out. 
Pushing his glasses back up his nose, he read the number before answering it. 

"Dave!" Lucy. 

"Yeah?" 


"The LA Times want to interview you.” 


Groaning, he stared out of the window, watching as the Capitol Records building sailed by. "Can you tell them 


no. 


"No, Dave," her tone became sterner, that of a mother or teacher. "I'm not telling them no. You never do 


interviews. Do this one." 
"Do | have a choice." 
"No. Tomorrow. Here. Noon." 


And the line went dead. Groaning, he tossed the phone back in his bag. It was flashing with emails and messages 


but he didn't care. 


"You're a tough one to work with, huh?" It was first time the redhead had spoken since leaving the gallery 


fifteen minutes earlier. 

"Apparently so." 

"Private guy?" 

Dave kept his eyes focused forward, watching the road. "You could say that." 
"Wife?" 


"Nope." 


"Girlfriend?" 

"Nope! 

"You single?" 

Dave clenched his hands, nails digging into his palm. He wanted to retort but knew that pissing off clients 
wasn't a great idea. And the guy beside him didn't look like he'd take too kindly to having a gay guy riding 
shotgun. 

"Yep," he finally replied, tone dead and dull. "I'm single." 

"Hey, l'm just askin’, okay?" 

"Yeah, | know. | kinda like to keep my private life private. No offence or anything." 

"None taken" 

Silence fell over the car again. Shifting awkwardly, Dave continued to watch the city fly by. Suddenly he 
wondered if getting into a car with a strange guy was a good idea. He could well have driven himself to 
wherever they were going. 

"So," he began, "what are you looking for you?" 

"What do you mean, what am | looking for?" 

Dave chuckled softly. "Art wise." 

"Oh. Yeah. Sorry. I'm lookin’ for a 3D logo for my business." 

"Which is?" 

"Mustaine's Mechanix down on Santa Monica Boulevard." 

In the gathering darkness, Dave grinned and rolled his eyes. "So a car, then?" 

"Yeah. No." The other man sighed. "| don't know. Thats your job." 

"Yeah, it's my job. But you need to give me ideas. Do you want something like the horse? Or a cutaway with 
some crazy Steampunk gearing going on? Do you want a rust bucket to be turned into something from Mad 


Max?" 


"| don't know. Look, can we talk over dinner?" 


"Sure," Dave quietly replied. "Sure, we can" 


Dave wasn't surprised when they pulled up in front of a steak house. The redhead seemed like a meat and 


potatoes kind of guy. 

They were seated at a corner table and Mustaine ordered a Porterhouse and a beer. Dave followed suit, 
instead substituting the beer for wine. He needed some liquid courage and if someone else was picking up the 
tab then he'd make the most of it. 


"So," he began, "this logo you want" 


The redhead looked confused for a moment before picking up on the line of questioning. "Oh. Yeah. You 
mentioned steam something or another. What the fuck is that?" 


"Steampunk," he corrected. Without missing a beat, Dave pulled out a tablet computer, connected to the 
restaurant's wifi and found a website. There were all kinds of crazy modern day inventions. The only difference 
was the Victorian twist they'd all been given. Glaring gears and brass globes. Blown glass and inlaid leather. It 
was all there, ready to be plucked apart by any avid artist. 

"This." He handed over the computer. 

The redhead scrolled through the photos. "And you could do this to a car?" 

"Yep." 

"Could the paintwork be red?" 

"It can be any colour you want." 


"How much would it cost?" 


David did some quick mental arithmetic. "It depends on the parts | need but, with time and labour, you're 
looking at fifteen to twenty thousand." 


The other man gave a quiet whistle. 
"It also depends on the car you're using as well. That'll be the biggest expense." 


Dinner and drinks arrived and they continued to talk. It was stunted and banal, the chatter of people who had 


nothing in common except for a business transaction. Dave drank. And drank. And drank. The wine was free and 


it was the only way to get through the evening and forget where he was. What he tasted of the steak was 
great. But mostly he tasted the velvety red wine. His eyes were focused on everything but the man before 
him. And when the redhead started talking about his family, Dave tuned out completely. 


That could have been him. Maybe it should have been him. He should have had the perfect house and the 
perfect life. Maybe not with a wife and kids but definitely with a loving partner. One who didn't think he was 
boring or whit in bed. Although that had been partly his fault. When Taylor had turned cold so Dave had 
turned off. Whenever Taylor had wanted to get laid, Dave had just lain there, his legs obligingly around the 
blonde's waist as he'd made the appropriate sounds. He'd gasped and moaned and cried Taylor's name. But his 
soul hadn't been in it. It had been elsewhere, floating free and trying to find the one person who'd satisfy him. 


"More wine?" Those words pierced his thoughts and his attention snapped back to the man across the table. 
"Yes, please." Dave held out his glass. 
The red liquid swirled around the glass and he took another drink. 


"So, yeah," the redhead continued. "The wife says she doesn't want this blue Corvette any more. She wants it 
in pink PINK! The fuck is up with that?" 


Dave shook his head, partly at the story, partly at the poor people he was dealing with. Their lives were made 
up of little more than material goods. They were lost in an ocean of consumerism, driven by adverts and zero 
percent credit cards. There was nothing mote to their lives than the latest cell phone and cable package. He 
knew he could ask the redhead about current affairs and he'd either give Dave a blank stare or babble on 
about whatever CNN or Fox were spewing out. All he could think about was going back to his apartment and 
dropping into bed. Instead Dave found himself agreeing to go and take a look at the guy's shop. 


"Maybe it'll help you get a feel for the place," Mustaine said. 


The redhead settled the bill without so much as blinking at Dave's wine consumption Maybe he needed to keep 
this guy around for those days when work, and money, were scarce. Someone to feed him steak dinner and 


litres of wine. 
Or maybe not. 


He wasn't sure if he could entertain Mustaine for longer than he had to. There was a distinct bonehead quality 
about him, a guy who thought that the Weekly World News was fact and that their government was either 
the best thing on earth or trying to take their guns. There were no grey areas with guys like Mustaine, just 
the stark coldness of black and white. 


Peeling his ass from the seat, Dave wobbled his way back through the restaurant and poured himself back 
into the car. Damn, he was going to have a killer headache in the morning. How long was it since he'd last drunk 
like a fish? Six months? His liver had probably been rejoicing at the lack of booze. 


The ride to the garage was short and, from the outside, it looked like the average repair shop. There were 
cars queued up waiting to go in come morning. Following the other man, Dave let out a low whistle as bright 
lights clicked on. Inside the massive, concrete space were muscle cars and hotrods, all of them painted in crazy 
colour schemes. Shelves of parts and tools lined the walls and, in one corner, was a walled off office area. 
Beside the wall were a couple of beat up couches and a steel table holding a coffee machine, paper cups, and 


sachets of milk and sugar. 

"So, what do you think?" 

"Impressive," he replied with a nod. "Really impressive. You do the work yourself?" 
"Not so much these days. | mainly do the paperwork and other crap." 


Dave's eyes fell on one car in particular, a gorgeous, apple red Mustang. He felt Mustaine shift beside him. 


"You like that one? 1961 Shelby GT 500" 

Walking up to it, Dave ran a hand over the perfect paintwork, his fingers following the curves. He'd always had 
an admiration for a great car or motorcycle. If he'd had the room, the time, and the money, he'd have 
invested in one. Or several. 

"Yeah, she's gorgeous," he replied. 

"Get in. Get a feel for her. Got a bit of extra tweaking to do before she goes back." 

Opening the door, Dave slid into the deep, leather seat. Despite the car's age, the smell of new wood, leather, 
and plastic tickled his nose. Slowly he closed his hands around the steering wheel. Yeah, she felt a lot better 


than his beat up old car. The passenger door opened and Mustaine dropped in. 


"Yeah, she's got a whole new interior, a new V8, the works. She was pretty much a wreck when we got her. A 


real rust bucket." 
Staring over the hood, Dave said, "| bet she drives like a dream." 


"| bet she does and | can't wait to take her out and give her a test drive. But | bet she's not half as much fun 


as you." 
A stunned silence fell over the car. Gripping the wheel, he continued to stare over the hood. "Sorry?" 


A hand landed on his leg and slowly worked its way up to his thigh. Warm breath tickled his cheek, whispering 
against his hair. 


Mustaine's voice was laden with lust. "| said, | bet she's not as much fun as you." 


"I thought you said that." 

"Soe" 

"You have a wife and kids," he stated. 

"I know. And she's no fun any more. Thinks I'm an asshole. Only wants me for my money." 

Dave tried not to look surprised. Instead, he kept his eyes glued on the large garage door before him. There 
was no way he was sober enough to drive home. Get out and walk? How far from home was he? He hadn't 
really been paying attention and now he was stuck in a garage with a Neanderthal. 

"l'Il give you a grand to let me fuck you," Mustaine continued. 

He wanted to laugh. Wanted to cry. Wanted to scream. Here was a man who was so obviously desperate for 
any kind of affection that he was willing to buy it. Dave wasn't quite sure how to feel. Embarrassed. Upset. 
Offended. 

lm not a hooker," he finally replied 

"I know, but | figure the only way I'm gonna get any is if | pay you." 

"Why don't you go down to the Strip and buy it from there?" 

"And risk getting some STD?" Mustaine snorted. "No fuckin’ thank you." 

"How do you know l'm not riddled with them?" 


“cause you don't look like you are." 


Dave laughed harshly. "How the fuck do you know what someone with diseases looks like? | could be fuckin’ 
riddled for all you know. | could be dying from something and you'd never know." 


"Nah." The redhead's hand rode a bit higher and closed around his groin. Much to his horror, Dave felt himself 


harden, "Lucy told me about your life. You were living with some surfer dude up until a couple of weeks ago." 


The artist felt his back stiffen and the hairs on the back of his neck prickled to attention. What right did 
anyone have talking about his life? He wasn't property. Wasn't meant to be passed around like some communal 


toy. He was a human being. A person with thoughts and feelings. Had Lucy decided to try and set him up? 


Reaching for the door handle, he went to open it only for the hand on his leg to tighten. Turning, he looked into 


the redhead's face. The bravado of earlier had melted away and been replaced with pain and sadness. Mustaine, 


like nearly everyone on the planet, just wanted someone to show him some love and compassion. He wanted to 


know that someone wanted him and needed him, even if it were only for a few moments. 


Taking a deep, shuddering breath, he leaned closer and wrapped a hand in Mustaine's hair. Drawing the redhead 
closer, Dave gave him the barest of kisses. "But no money, okay? You don't have to pay me for this. And you 


shouldn't pay anyone for it" 


